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or the spiral towers made by the burrowings of
great eels, or the smooth green-sided monsters who
came by flickering this way and that.
------" And, Rachel, if any one wants me, I'm
busy till one/' said her father, enforcing his words
as he often did, when he spoke to his daughter, by
a smart blow upon the shoulder.
" Until one," he repeated. " And you'll find
yourself some employment, eh ? Scales, French,
a little German, eh? There's Mr. Pepper who
knows more about separable verbs than any man
in Europe, eh ? " and he went oft laughing. Rachel
laughed, too, as indeed she had laughed ever since
she could remember, without thinking it funny,
but because she admired her father.
But just as she was turning with a view perhaps
to finding some employment, she was intercepted
by a woman who was so broad and so thick that
to be intercepted by her was inevitable. The
discreet tentative way in which she moved, together
with her sober black dress, showed that she belonged
to the lower orders; nevertheless she took up a
rock-like position, looking about her to see that no
gentry were near before she delivered her message,
which had reference to the state of the sheets, and
was of the utmost gravity.
<f How ever we're to get through this voyage,
Miss Rachel, I really can't tell," she began with a
shake of her head. " There's only just sheets
enough to go round, and the master's has a rotten
place you could put your fingers through. And
the counterpanes. Did you notice the counter-
panes ? I thought to myself a poor person would
have been ashamed of them. The one I gave
Mr. Pepper was hardly fit to cover a dog. . . . No,
Miss Rachel, they could not be mended; they're
onl^ fit for dust sheets. Why, if one sewed
one's finger to the bone, one would have one's